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Mueller again, they'd shake my hand. "Hallo, you old
runaway," they'd say, and then we'd go to Aschinger
on the Alexanderplatz and have a beer....

August Karsch,

[Teasingly, to ERWIN KOHN.]

There was one Jew here whom they boiled, salted and
pickled.

Erwin Kohn.

[Becoming hysterical]

I can't stand it any longer, I can't! I thought they'd
understand, I tried to make them . . . they laughed at
.me. Oh, God, let me out of here, let me out!
[He starts sobbing.]

Peter Hofer. Steady there!

August Kamk Stop that! We can't allow that kind of
stuff.

[KOHN continues sobbing]

Did you hear what I said to you? Stop that blubbering
at once or I'll lay you out.

Erwin Kohn.

[Lifting his head weakly]
I'm sorry.

August Karsch.

[Clumsily laying his hand on KOHN'S shoulder]
You'll soon settle down, kid. But don't start that stuff
again, Bad for the nerves,

[He joins a fellow prisoner on the other side of the room.]